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to occur to him to go down the river: it was always
up towards Cornwall.

These trips were very near coming to a tragic end
one cold winter night. He had finished a visit to
a certain little cottage-built house that was set in
among the hills fronting the river, and started to
skate back on the ice. While gliding along, his
thoughts running as smoothly as his skates, he sud-^
denly found himself over his head in ice water. He
had skated into an air-hole. His rapid motion and
the current took him to the further edge. Here he
clung while the outgoing tide was sucking him under.
He knew it would be only a few moments before his
strength would give way, and he would be carried on
under the ice. Gathering all his forces, he made a
desperate effort, and succeeded in scrambling up on
hard ice. Then commenced a race for dear life. He
was soaked to the skin, and without incessant action
would freeze to death. When he reached his quar-
ters his clothes were frozen stiff.

Many of these incidents, and more, are recorded in
the journal Mitchel kept during this period at West
Point. There may be a few living whose heads are
white as snow, who would take a melancholy pleasure
in perusing the yellow pages of this diary. There
they would see their own names familiarly written at
a time when they were in the first freshness of youth.
Yet when one remembers how the time-waves have
for fifty years been steadily-sweeping over all those
who then formed a pleasant circle at West Point,
how few are left, and how soon these will* join their
companions who have gone, there comes an impulse
to close the book and lay it away. But the biogra-
pher, like the surgeon, must needs repress his seiisi-rob-
